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capital; on one occasion he carried her as far as the passes over
the Guadarrama, leaving her sitting on the convent roof. In the
Palace, her principal duty was to sanctify by a day's wearing the
more intimate garments of her royal mistress and friend,
Isabella E.

Perez Galdos, whose historical novels have been proved to
rest on a solid documentation and who had an unerring in-
stinct for knowing what the sober citizen of Madrid thought of
all that went on, has reported a conversation which shows what
Spanish women thought of Sor Patrocinio when her reputation
was at its highest. Lucila, who has been nursing a wounded
officer wanted by the police, is talking to her friend Domiciana,
an ex-cloistered nun:

"Do you really like her?" ask Lucila. "That must be because she
has been good to you. And do you believe in her wounds too?"

"How can I believe in her wounds if I know how they're made!
Sometimes she has asked me to make them again when they were
healing. I know the secret; the nun who showed Patrocinio how it

was done showed me too___Yes, yes, I know how to make

stigmata. It's quite easy. Clematis, you know; what people here
call 'Beggar's herb'. I've got some. Would you like to try? You'll
see how quickly...."

"No, thank you. That is not the way in which it has pleased God
to call me.*'

"Nor me, either. That's why it never occurred to me to make the
stigmata on myself. The reasons which Patrocinio had for making
them were of a higher order, and it is not for us to say whether she
was doing right or wrong.. Things which would be bestial, sinful,
and even sacrilegious in people like you and me may be good,
necessary, and even indispensable in other people, who are called to
great things by the merits of their understanding and will. What
d'you say? I don't believe you understand a word of what I'm
saying, litde silly!"

"Well, Domiciana, I always think straight in front of me. I
believe that things which are bad when I do them must be bad in
queens and empresses too."

"I don't agree. You're an idiot; you don't know the world... .1